XII: MARCHING ALONG THE
SOUTHERN FRINGE OF THE SANDS

WE bade farewell to the little copse of Mutugtaig
in the bed of the Ghudun, where two days had
been spent resting and grazing our camels and
watering them at neighbouring Shisur. Under an eastern
sky crayoned with crimson and gold we turned our backs
upon it this cold December morning and marched out into
the plain - a wilderness that recalled to me the Land of the
Two Rivers. Scarcely had we been on the move an hour
when my companions started shouting excitedly, 'ar ramll
arramir sweeping their canes as they did so along our right
front, where in the far distance a sunlit yellow ribbon now
edged the skyline; and I gazed eagerly towards this
southern bulwark of the sands of my desire.

Between the sands and us stretched a dreary plain
unrelieved except by low whitish outcrops, forming low,
rocky ridges-Dhim Himla, Thuwairib, Lahaga, Qarun
Kelba - places honourably known to the Arabs, for here
water collects after rain.

Before us stretched a hundred miles of perilous incal-
culable marches. The open state of war existing between the
tribe I travelled with and their powerful neighbours made
this stage of my journey very dangerous. Many had been
(and will be) the bloody conflicts upon this road along the
southern borderlands, for waterless no-man's-lands as they
are, yet they are the fairway between water-holes which are
used only and inevitably by raiders on murder and plunder
bent. Any party we met would be a potential enemy. The
stronger or warier party would announce itself with a
volley of rifle fire, prelude to fight or, alternatively, to
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